THE   QUESTING    BEAST
near by. The main living-room is like an old Welsh casde,
and the upstairs rooms smell sweetly and healthily of the
cedar from which they are built.
I spent several happy days there, and rode over the
surrounding country which, apart from the trees, monkeys
and shrubs, was not unlike parts of Surrey and Sussex.
Powys-Cobb had the remnants of his famous pack of
lion-hounds still with him, and lovely dogs these were,
though not very obedient when we took them out on
horseback. In the evenings I gathered my notes and
wrote my articles for the Morning Post. These were not
a success, and when I came to the Indian question and was
not one-sided enough, no more were published. I am
afraid I was rather a loss to the paper, but I am eternally
grateful to them for giving me an opportunity of seeing
something of the African continent and meeting good
friends-for the future. I also started a novel, which was
published in 1924.
After several days I moved on to stay with a settler in
Koru, for whom I had had a letter of introduction from
Harold Nicolson. Koru is a little station between Molo
and the lake, Victoria Nyanza, and here I was met by
C.A. We rode to his shamba on mules, riding through
most beautiful country till the lake itself came into view
behind two conical hills at the far end of the Kisumu
plain.
A wooden house covered with bougainvillea; a garden
rambling with morning-glory; a patch of green carpeted
with marigolds. The purple petals, the pale blue trumpets,
the orange flowers in a riot of colour that neither appeared
too violent in contrast nor rude in appearance, since the
shimmering heat blends colour without offence. It was
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